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banyans it began to be dark already ; I could see that
an immense plain stretched westward up to a line of indis-
tinct low hills which were now almost enveloped in the
clouds. The aspect of the heavens was terrible in its calm.
Not a breath of air stirred the leaves of the highest trees.
It was not the soft repose of slumbering nature so often
sung by poets, but the dull heavy sleep of sickness. There
was a restrained tension in the atmosphere, like condensed
steam ready to explode.
And indeed the explosion \vas imminent The storm
clouds were high, as is usually the case over plains, and
presented wide curvilinear outlines very strongly marked.
They seemed to swell out, and, uniting together, diminished
in number while they increased in size. Evidently, in a
short time, there would be but one dense mass spread over
the sky above us. Small detached clouds at a lower
elevation hurried along, attracting, repelling, and crushing
one against another, then, confusedly joining the general
mll/e, were lost to view.
About half-past eight a sharp flash of forked lightning
rent the gloom asunder.
Sixty-five seconds afterwards, a peal of thunder broke,
and the hollow rumbling attendant to that species of
lightning lasted about fifteen seconds.
" Sixteen miles," said Banks, looking at his watch. "That
Is almost the greatest distance at which thunder can be